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Meeting Hope

 We were leaving on a bright spring morning for a long road trip. For months we 

had planned our excursion [FROM DE or from the e coast] to the Mississippi, and we 

were finally leaving. The weeks of planning and packing had been stressful, but today 

nothing could quench my excitement. The morning sun, mocking the chilly night 

breezes, laughed in anticipation of the glorious day. That sunrise held so much promise, 

not only of excitement and anticipation, but also of hope. That morning, hope was 

something that I could only squint at. My view was always muddled, like I was peering 

through a mist. I couldn’t fathom hope that could carry through adversity and go beyond 

suffering.  My experience that day changed the way I view trials; now I see how they 

can bring renewal.

 Car trips are always fun and surprising for my family. We can never guess what 

we might stumble upon or discover. As we pass through different states, it’s exciting to 

watch the landscape change. The rolling hills melt into rich farmland. Bright, welcoming 

barns gradually shift into quaint, historic towns. Our conversations are always just as 

entertaining as the varying terrain. That spring morning, my sisters and I were giggling 

about the things outside the window. 

 “Hey look! There’s the Geico Lizard again,” Kayla pointed to a billboard. “He’s so 

cute!” she cooed.

 “Awwww. He’s just adorable,” I replied sarcastically.

 “Umm,” Hayley remarks from the backseat. “Was it supposed to snow today?”

 The car got quiet and everyone quickly turned toward their window. The beautiful 

azure sky had unexpectedly been hidden by bleak, ominous clouds. Tiny snowflakes 
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drifted down lackadaisically on the gentle morning breeze. It continued to snow all 

morning.

 When we first saw it, the sign for the Flight 93 Memorial looked so insignificant—

brown sign, white letters, alone by the side of the road—yet it drew us in. We were 

intrigued. “The snow isn’t going to stop anytime soon,” Mom commented practically. “We 

should keep traveling while we still can.”

 Practicality was overruled. Dad got off the highway and after a lengthy excursion, 

finally found the state park. We slowly bumped down the gravel road. It seemed like 

forever, but we eventually reached the wide parking lot.

 I opened the car door slowly, but the frigid air was inescapable. Oooohhh, it was 

cold. I frowned down at my shorts and flip flops in disgust. Never mind that the weather 

was supposed to be in the 80s when we reached Ohio that evening, I felt really stupid 

for not dressing warmer. Reluctantly I climbed out of the car. Wind murmured through 

the trees and snowflakes danced softly to the ground, while the frosty air, new and 

clean, tickled my nose. Proudly, the stars and stripes hung high. Its crisp cotton rippled 

and snapped, and slack ropes clanged against the metal pole. Every footfall down the 

stone path was muted. A squat, black triangular wall ran beside the path, and snow slid 

down the slanted sides. I squinted over the field, noticing the large, rough sandstone 

boulder that marked the crash site. Struggling with emotion. Hearing the passengers’ 

strained voices saying goodbye. Envisioning their fearless strides to the cabin doors. 

Watching the flames rise from the collapsing plane. Then fading away. Snowflakes...still 

falling. Pale and ashen. I blink and swallow. Through muddled eyes I read the names 

engraved on the memorial’s 40 tall, white marble panels and ran my raw fingers down 
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the frigid stones, tracing the final path of the plane. Approaching the start of the wall, I 

peered between the unevenly hewn wooden fence posts representing the trees that 

once stood there. I noticed a speck of color on the snow.

 Surprisingly, that one small flower impacted me more than the impressive 

memorial. It was a wildflower, headstrong and persistent, standing determinedly. 

Hopefully. The snow and wind should have crushed it, but in the middle of desolation, it 

was challenging expectations and growing anyway. 

 The attacks and the deaths could have crushed our country. Yet, beyond the 

suffering, we caught a glimpse of hope and fought for it, rising above the adversity, 

pulling together, and growing stronger. Until that moment, an understanding of 

unwavering hope eluded me. Standing in that wide, hushed field, I saw true hope. Hope 

that appreciates trials, knowing they will bring renewal. No longer did I have to squint, 

straining to comprehend, because it met me face-to-face. 
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